


DEDWYDDWCH Y NEF. 


“< O mor hyfryd yr olygfa 

Yn y dedwydd hardd drigfanau, 
Fydd cael gweled teulu Seion 
Wedi gwisgo'u gynau gwynion. 


Byrdwn—O mor hardd fydd eu gwedd, 
O mor hardd fydd eu gwedd, 
Pawb yn canu byth heb dewi, 
Mewn môr di-drai o hedd. 





Mae yno rai o'r cynddiluwiaid, 
A rhyw lu o'r patriarchiaid, 
Wedi dechreu canu'r anthem 
'Rhon na welir arni orphen. 


Fe fydd Lot fu yn Sodoma 
Yno'n melus gofio'r boreu, 
Pan ddaeth angel gwlad goleuni 
Wrth arch Duw i gadw'i deulu. 


Gwelir Moses a'i chwaer Miriam, 
'ERhon fu gynt yn chwareu'r dympan 
Wrth gofio'r waredigaeth hono, 

Pan yn ffoi rhac b,;ddin Pharo. 


Fe fydd Joel a Jeremiah, 
Ffyddlon weision y Jehofah, 
Yno'n canu heb ddim galar, 
Wedi eu cyrchu o bob carchar. 


Ni fydd yno un Goliah 

I warthruddo plant Jehofah, 
Nac un Ismael mwy i'w herlid 
Oddifewn i'r Ganaan hyfryd. 


Fe geir gweled plant caethiwed 
Wedi derbyn gwir ymwared, 

A'r rhai welwyd gynt yn wylo 
'Nawr a'r delyn rhwng eu dwylo. 


Fe fydd bechgyn caethglud Juda 
Wedi cyrhaedd i'r gymanfa; 

Yn eu plith bydd Daniel hy. nod, 
'Rhwn fu gynt yn ffau y llew od. 


Yno mae yr hen Simeon, 
Wedi croesi r»hydiau'r afon, 
Ac mae'n dweyd yn mhlitl y dyrfa, 


:< Dacw'r Gwr fu rhwng. fy mreichiau.” 


Mae yno dorf o'r hen ferthyron, 
Yno i gyd o dan y goron, 

Wedi myned yn ddiangol, 

'Nawr maent fry'n y ddinas freiniol. 


Mi ddych'mygaf yn y canol 
Gwelaf Paul, yr hen apostol, 
Yno'n codi gerllaw'r Ceidwad 
I roi darlith ar ei gariad. 


Golwg hardd fydd gwel'd y teulu, 
Rhai fu yn y llwch yn llechu, 

Wedi dyfod trwy bob trallod, 

'Nawr mewn hedd ar wedd eu Priod. 


Fe fydd swn caniadau r seintiau 
Yn dadseinio'r eangderau, 

Pan yn rhoddi mawl i'r Duwdod 
Am eu cânu'n ngwaed y cymod. 


Fe fydd meibion hyna'r Duwdod, 
O mor syn! mewn dirfawr syndod, 
Pan yn gwrando pêr g ganiadau 
Seion Duw yn ol d'od adrau. 


Fe fydd bechgyn y chwe' aden 
Yn y llu yn llon a llawen, 
Wedi peidio â'u telynau, 

Ac yn gwrando teulu'r doniau. 


Fe geir clywed sain seraffiaid, 
A'r goreubur lân gerubiaid; 

Ond mwy melus a mwy hyfryd 
Fyth fydd cân y rhai a olchwyd. 


'Rwyf yn erfyn gwelir finau 

Yn ddiderfyn yn y dyrfa, 

A ty holl gyfeillion mwyngu 

Yno'n mhlith y duwiol deulu.” 
(Yr awdwr yn anadnabyddus.) 


(Translation. ) 
THE HAPPINESS OF HEAVEN. 


O! how fine will be the visions 

In yon bright and blissful mansions, 
Zion's household there beholding 
In their garments white and shining. 


CHORUS:—O! what fair forms they'll wear, 
O! what fair forms they'll wear, 
All a singing without ceasing 
In boundless bliss o er there. 


Prediluvian saints are yonder, 
Blessed Patriarchs without number; 
Jointly they've begun rehearsing, 
Heaven's sweet anthem never ending. 


Lot, in Sodom once residing, 
Yonder will recall the morning; 
When God sent his angels holy, 
Him to rescue and his family. 


'There is Moses the Law-giver, 

Also Miriam, his fair sister, 

Who, when God delivered Israel 

From King Pharaoh, played the timbrel. 


There is Joel and Jeremiah, 

Faithful servants of Jehovah; 

Freed from prisons, pain and. mourning, 
They are now in bliss rejoicing. 


No Goliath grim shall ever, 

Harm Jehovah's children yonder; 
Nor one Ishmael, cruel pagan, 
Them to persecute 1n Canaan. 


Children from sin's bondage dreary, 
Will be there redeemed and happy; 
And all those that once were weeping, 
Now on golden harps are playing. 


Judah's captive youths so comely, 
Will have joined yon bright assemb.y; 
With them Daniel, whom God's angel 
Rescued from the Lions cruel. 


Old Simeon, too, is yonder, 

Safely he'has crossed the river; 

“See!” he cries, 'mid Heaven's redeemed, 
“* Him whom once mine arms embracedJ ! 


Bands of martyrs from earth's trials, 
Now set free, beyond death's portals; 
They have reached yon Royal City, 
Where they all wear crowns of Glory. 


There, methinks, within the cirele, 
See I Paul the great Apostle; 

Nigh the Saviour he is standing, 
And upon His love dilating. 


There, how sweet 'twill be beholding 
Those that in the dust were sleeping; 
From their sorrows freed forever, 

Fashioned like their Great Redeemer. 


Through all space reverberating, 

Will be heard the saints' loud chanting; 
When, to God for their redemption, 
They will render adoration. 


God's most ancient sons up yonder, 
O! how they'li be filled wiih wonder; 
When all listeninc with emotion, 

'To the songs of ransomed Zion. 


'Mid the throng will be the youthful 
Six-winged angels, swift and joyful; 
Hearkening, all their harps deserted, 
To the hymns of Heaven's redeemed. 


Seraphs fair, and cherubs glorious, 
There will sound their notes melodious; 
But more sweet and more enchanting 
Will be Zion's sono e'erlasting. 


'Mid the bricht assembly yonder, 
May I dwell in bliss forever; 

And may all my kind companions 
Meet me in yon Heavenly mansions. 
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